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and back streets, or even the more re 
spectable quarters of our working 
people in the cities and towns without 
feeling that there is something wrong, 
and even terribly wrong. What is it ? 
1 he 
explanation which rises up first 
in the mind, and which is held, too, by 
pious Christian ladies who labour there 
in the 
attempt to reduce the mass of 
human misery, is that drink is the 
source of it all. The father, the brother, 
not unfrequently the sister and the 
mother spend on drink an excessive 
proportion of those earnings which 
ought to go to the natural maintenance 
of those who are dependent upon them. 
No doubt this is so; but then the 
question arises, if drink be the cause of 
all this 
unhappiness, squalour, aid semi 
starvation, what is the cause of drink ? 
And I may be wrong here, but I think 
the cause of drink?such a potent and 
universal evil as it is in our time?is 
want of hope. Those who have nothing 
to look forward to, only long vistas of 
misery, are so apt to say and think, " 
Well, if I am to be unhappy, 1 shall 
at least take care to be happy to-night, 
and make two or three friends happy 
along with me." 
1 don't like to close this paper with 
out writing what I believe myself is the 
tap-root and original and essential 
cause of all these troubles that dog our 
civilization : it is that man has been 
separated from the source of bis being, 
that he has been cut from the earth, 
and therefore, is like a fading tree 
whose roots have been divided. But, 
as you can well believe, this is a subject 
that cannot be properly examined in 
one article, or even in two or three. 
Man derives his sustenance from this 
Planet, Earth ; can he thrive when he 
is separated from it ? 
(To be continued.) 
THE DAWN OF A CENTURY. 
Appropriation of the Commons. 
(Concluded.) 
Moreover it must not be forgotten 
that the indirect gains of appropria 
tion wrere perhaps as great as 
the direct. The less common pastures, 
sheep-walks, wolds, and lands with oom 
monable 
rights that were left, the 
greater was the value and the higher 
the rent of the 
contiguous lands already 
in his hands or let to tenants. The 
appropriation of the common-land did 
as much as the war to raise the price of 
land. So industry was twice hit, and 
"the 
appropriator twice blessed. 
Simultaneously, and due largely to 
the 
appropriations, the price of labour 
fell, the manufacturing industries of 
the North not having yet raised up their 
smoky standard and summoned forth all 
willing hands to work. I speak here 
of the commencement of the century. 
The average rate of wages was about a 
shilling a day, at a time when the aver 
age price of a quartern loaf was one and 
sixpence. Thus the hind could not 
live by his labour, and hereditary 
pauperism became the lot of millions of 
Englishmen, roofed with a free and 
glorious constitution, as they were told, 
and warmed by the fire of national ex 
ultation, for national victories, a force 
more potent than artillery and dragoons 
for keeping slaves enchanted by their 
slavery. Surely, when we consider all 
this? we must think that the magic 
words, "national honour," sounding 
from the lips of our rulers, must have 
eounded very like "n&tiomal honour-r-r" 
?the growloi hyenas over their prey 
Amongst the entries in the chronicle 
of the year I find the following?an 
early, if faint, indication that there is 
such a thing as the land question : " 
March 33. The King v. Spence. 
In the Court of King's Bench the de 
fendant, who is a bookseller, was 
brought up to receive judgment upon a 
conviction for publishing ?a seditious 
libel called * Spence's Restorer of 
Society,' in which he recommends the 
abolition of all private property in land, 
and. 
vesting it in parishes for the benefit 
of the public at large. The report of 
the trial having been read by Lord 
Kenyon, the defendant addressed the 
Court in a speech in which he professed 
that he was actuated in writing the libel 
in question by the same philanthropy 
which distinguished the prophets of 
former times. He warned their lord 
ships to regard what history and 
posterity would say of him if they 
treated him with severity. He said the 
treatment he received gave him very 
little encouragement in labouring for 
the improvement of society. Such was 
the ingratitude of mankind that he was 
considered by the world as a madman 
and a lunatic, and behaved to in prison 
worse than a common felon. He had, 
however, ;done nothing but what his 
own conscience justified him for doing ; 
and if, notwithstanding the purity of 
his intentions, the Court should think 
him an object of punishment, the cause 
in which he suffered would enable him 
to bear it with fortitude. The Court 
ordered him to be remanded to New 
gate, and brought up again on this day 
se'nnight." So. 
My lords and gentlemen of England, 
believe me it is out of no hostility to 
you that I have endeavoured to paint 
this picture of the dawning century, 
auroral and beautiful?does it seem so? 
?over which the genius of your aristoc 
racy presided. Believe me, with you 
and your lusty younger brother, the 
plutocracy, but chiefly and first with 
you, the English people have got 
accounts to settle?and these accounts 
they will settle?terribly. All things 
indicate that the day of settlement is 
arriving fast. For England's sake, for 
[ your own sake, will you be wise in time ? 
! You have year??I know not how many 
I ?still left, use them for England. 
. Work as men work at the pumps when 
| the fchip settles down into the sea. These 
current years, how your ship settles, 
while you sleep or amuse yourselves on 
the quarter-deck ! 
" 
The sacredness of 
property !" Believe it not. Your very 
lives will not be sacred ere long. The 
British Empire! Yes, you had much 
to do with the making of that, and 'tis 
a phrase that still charms. It will not 
charm for ever. Can a hungry prole 
tariate, maddened at the same time by 
want and by fierce agitators, eat the 
British Empire? Is it a milch cow, 
from which mothers can draw milk for 
their little children who starve and die? 
With a fiery earnestness you will work, 
w^rk, work for England, and in doing 
so get once more under control?under 
i your control?this fierce rising de 
mocracy, or it will devour you?surely. 
I have not read this since I wrote it 
a great many years ago. I read it now 
in the proofs, for the first time, and 
vainly endeavour to understand what 1 
could have meant in preaching a sermon 
? to England, a sermon of which no one 
in England would ever read a word. 
-e4 
RIN?A FADA ET ALIA. 
TO THE EDITOR OF ALL IRELAND REVIEW. 
Dear Sir.?I hope you may be able 
to obtain and print the song referred to 
in the closing lines of Cald well's letter 
to M alone, which Mr. Craig was good 
enough to send toyour issue of the 25th 
ult. 
The description of the Rinca in the 
second paragraph of that letter revived 
in my memory a 
" 
game" I often saw 
played when I was a boy. Our name 
for the game was 
u 
High Gates," but 
whether this was the original English 
name of the game, or the translation of 
the Irish name into an English equi 
valent, I cannot say. The game had 
one decisive 
advantage over many of 
the ordinary games of childhood, in the 
fact that it could be played by any 
number of children, however large. It 
was decidedly an open air and summer 
game, being usually played in some 
smooth bit of common, or in some 
grassy park convenient to the recognised 
village meeting place. It was played in 
the following manner :? 
The king and queen of the game 
joined hands, and raised them (keeping 
them still joined) high enough to admit 
of the passage of a boy or girl in an 
erect or slightly bent attitude through 
the " Gate" so formed. The rest of the 
players then arranged themselves in 
single file behind a leader, the strongest 
or biggest boy usually acting in this 
capacity. Each of the players behind 
the leader held the skirts, or embraced 
the waist of the player in front of him, 
and all being joined in this way, the 
leader, followed by the continuous file, 
marched briskly under the 'Gate." 
The last player, that is, the one who 
closed the file, bent his head as low as 
he could and pressed it closely against 
the buttocks of the player in front of 
him. This was done to avoid capture 
by the king and queen, who always 
tried to catch the last player, letting the 
rest go free for the time being. This 
capture they ef?ected by bringing the 
egress bar of the 
" Gate" (say the right hand of the king and the left of the 
queen) down on the forehead of the 
destined 
captive, and by a dexterous 
and pretty vigorous intercepting move 
ment of the still joined hands cut him 
oil" from his companions and enclosed 
him between the two cross bars of the 
" 
Gate,'' whose pillars were the king 
and queen, and whose only bars were 
the top bars formed by their linked 
hands. The 
captive was now taken 
aside, told the secret names of the king 
and queen, and asked to choose between 
them. On doing so he was at once 
placed behind the one whose name he 
had chosen. This process was repeated 
till the whole file had been captured, 
and ranged in two files behind the king 
and queen respectively. Then began a 
tng-of-war, the king and queen heading 
their 
respective files, and grasping each 
other firmly by the hands, while the 
rest of the file seized each the player in front by the waist. Frequently, of 
course, the leaders lost their grip, and 
the files rolled over into two tumbling 
heaps. I believe this part of the game 
was the central feature of attraction. 
The tug-of-war may have been once 
accepted as a prophetic augury of the 
weather, the king and queen repre 
senting the ruling powers of summer 
and winter. The 
" 
captures" may have 
symbolized the days, and their division 
between king and queen the number 
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of fine days and cold days in the ensuing 
year. But, of course, this is mere 
speculation. 
Like the dance referred to by Cald 
well, the undulations were pretty 
enough, while the movements were ne 
cessarily serpentine, especially if the 
space was too narrow for the necessary 
evolutions, for on passing through the 
" 
Gate" the leader wheeled round fol 
lowed by all the file, with its con 
tinuity unbroken, and going back to his 
original position in front of the 
" 
Gate/' 
started afresh his file, of course growing * 
less by one every time he passed 
thiough, except in the rare instances 
when the last player managed to escape. 
The game as above described was 
usually, I think invariably, preceded by " Kiss in the Ring," without the kiss 
however. A boy or girl, as the case 
might be, walked round the ring, and " 
touched" a player. The latter pursued 
the former round and through the ring, 
the joined hands of those forming the 
ring being raised to give free passage 
to pursuer and pursued alike. I don't 
know whether the game got its name 
from the 
" 
Gates'' thus formed in the 
ring, or from the single Gate formed by 
the linked hands of the king and queen, 
as referred to above, but I am inclined 
to think that the name is derived from 
the former, inasmuch as the plural is 
used, and one would expect the singular 
if the game derived its name from the 
" Gate" formed by the king and 
queen. 
I have often fancied that a circle of 
the kind referred to bears some resem 
blance to Stone-Henge, the linked hands 
of the players corresponding to the 
" 
lintels," and the players themselves 
representing the uplights. The ancient 
" 
Druidic" circles may well have been 
the scenes of the dramatic representa 
tion of the victory of summer over 
winter ; the long avenues leading to 
the circles may have been the scene 
where the tug-of-war decided the 
luck of the season, and the fate 
of the weather and the central 
megalith may have been the spot 
where the king and queen selected 
to play the respective roles of winter 
and summer, took their position and 
formed their " Gate " of capture, through 
which the embodied days passed in 
succession to their appointed destiny. 
Far-fetched and fantastical you will 
say. Yes, certainly, very much so. 
But I believe the traditional games of 
children never originated in the mind 
of a child, but are parodies of the 
serious solemnities as well as of the 
frivulous recreations of their elders. 
Anyhow Stone-Henge is still a mystery ; 
and fancy may well be permitted to 
gambol round a subject which reason 
has hitherto failed to elucidate. Be 
sides Mr. Craig deserves some return 
for his interesting contribution.? 
Yours, 
M. M. 
P.S.?A word about the garland of 
two hoops referred to in Caldwell's 
letter. Two hoops placed at right 
angles and having a wren suspended in 
the centre used to be carried by the 
wren-boys on St. Stephen's day. I have never seen this but have either 
heard it or read it somewhere. The 
wren is supposed by Folk Lorists to 
have been regarded as a fire bringer I 
believe, the bearer of fire from the 
Heavenly bonfire or Fire-tree. 
tA\X Agus 1 tvjrus. 
There is a vivacious little collegiate 
magazine called 
" St. Stephen's/ which is run by the young folk?some of them 
very young, I fancy?of University 
College. It is pleasant enough to be 
read outside the circle of those for 
whom it is primarily intended, and 
pleasant enough, also, to make one of 
the outer circle feel pained at a certain 
reference in its last issue, a passage 
which looks like an ugly black scowl in the midst of much innocent gaiety 
and good humour. 
" 
St. Stephen's'' says that the Rev. 
Father Hogan recently gave the students 
a lecture on the Book of Armagh, the 
famous and priceless 9th century MS., 
of which a detailed description appeared 
some time ago in A.I.R. And Father 
Hogan is said to have told his young 
hearers that the first leaf of the Book 
of Armagh bad been made away with 
by the Protestants, into whose hands it 
came in the early 18th century, 
because the said leaf, belonging 
to Macumachtheni's 
" 
Life of St. 
Patrick," contained a statement to the 
effect that the saint had received bis 
commission for the conversion of Ire 
land from the Papal See. And Father 
Hogan, we are told, 
" 
verified" this 
charge by comparing a continental MS. 
of the said Macumachtheni,wbicb,in the 
portion missing from the Book of 
Armagh, contained the statement in 
question. 
Now, as Father Hogan happens to be 
a scholar, I cannot help believing that " 
St. Stephen's," which is more at home 
in c?ia?fing the Debating Society orators 
of University College than in discussing 
MSS., has misunderstood and misre 
presented him on this occasion. It is 
no marvel for an old MS. to lose a leaf, 
nor can you 
" 
verify" a charge of deli 
berate falsification on the very slender 
grounds alleged. If fraud was at work 
it certainly worked in a very short 
sighted manner, for on p. 16 of the 
Book we find the following statement :? " 
Patrick was sent to the teaching of 
the Scots (Irish) by Bishop Celestine 
Pope of Rome. 
. . . 
Bishop Palla 
dius was first sent, he who was also 
called Patrick. Then the second 
Patrick was sent by the Angel of God, 
named Victor, and by Celestine, the 
Pope." 
That seems strong enough, so far as 
it goes. And what eagle-eyed Roman 
controversialist and scholar first detected 
and dragged to light from the abyss of 
Protestant obscurantism this 
crushing 
piece of evidence ? None at all, my 
young friend ; it was a Protestant, Sir 
William Betham, who in 1827 first gave 
this passage to the world. 
Let us have done, if we can, especially in Universities, with this scowling and 
suspicious temper. It is not Irish, and 
it is unscholarly. I do not charge one 
party with it more than another. Only 
the other day I heard of a Protestant 
controversialist who maintained that 
the Church of Rome had tried to sup 
press the Apocalypse, basing his accusa 
tion on the fact that that book is 
missing from the Vatican Codex of the 
New Testament ! The alleged motive, 
of course, was the Apocalyptic reference 
to a Scarlet Woman 
sitting on seven 
hills. 
It is about as valid a motive as that 
which Father Hogan is said to have 
j attributed to the Protestant possessors | of the Book of Armagh. I can assure 
him that no Protestant cares two straws 
?except as a matter of historical 
interest?where St. Patrick was conse 
crated for his great mission. Personally, 
the present writer, in spite of the early 
tradition, does not think it likely that 
St. Patrick received his mission in 
Rome, because we have his own auto 
biography, and it does not mention so 
remarkable a fact. But, whatever the 
fact be, it makes no difference in 
Protestant estimation, as to the 
national independence of the Celtic 
Church, which the Norman conquest 
was 
ostensibly undertaken to subvert. 
Quite lately a Protestant Archbishop of 
Dublin consecrated the first Bishop of 
the Reformed Church of Spain. That 
does not make the Spanish body a 
dependency of the Irish. It is an his 
torical not a doctrinal fact. And when 
we begin to study history?especially 
Irish history?we had better try to 
forget our theology. St. Patrick, at any 
rate, is the patron saint of all of us. 
Let us not scowl at each other over his 
heroic and inspired life-work. 
# Gall-Gael. 
-v 
HEXAMETERS AND PENTA 
METERS. 
GRAND (COLERIDGE). 
In the hexameter rises the fountain's 
silvery column, In the pentameter, aye, falling in 
melody back. 
VILE (DONALDSON). 
Down in a deep dark hole sat an old saw 
munching a bean-stalk, 
And from her mouth came forth har 
monious 
melody. 
ANOTHER TORSO. 
Pretty daisy ! Ploughman's daisy, 
In verse or in the lea. 
[Can anyone supply the whole ]?Ed.] 
FOURIER. 
(Selections). 
Introduction by C. Gide. 
Swan and Sonnenschein, London. 
A great book ; one of the greatest of 
the century. The editor?knowing 
better, I fear, but pandering to the 
eminent firm of Grundy, Mammon, 
Bull & Co.?makes a little vapid fun of 
! bis author, and admits that be was 
I mad, but, at the same time, refers to 
him as " rubbing against wisdom at 
I every step." Does the editor 
" 
rub 
against wisdom at every step 
" ? Does 
any one ? But indubitably this French 
dreamer does, or seems to. I find his 
system of society running alongside 
some one or other of the most cherished 
convictions of the greatest writers and 
thinkers that we know and, what is 
perhaps better, corresponding with our best aspirations and the deepest feelings 
of the heart. 
Where I understand Fourier I per 
ceive the wisdom, where I don't per 
ceive the wisdom I am content, for the 
present, to believe that 1 don't under 
stand him, the more so as this book 
under notice is 
only one of selections 
gaping everywhere with hiatuses not of 
Fourier's 
making. 
For example, Fourier, at the begin 
ing of the last century, foresaw not only 
the concentration of 
capital and master 
ship in great companies, but foresaw 
the federation of the companies into 
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